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THE EVE OF ST.AGNES 
A PREFACE 8 


EDMUND GOSSE > 


AF ROMANCE, 
4 “THE EVE OF 
ai ST. AGNES” 


us almost entirely froma sortof 
running journal which he sent 
to his brother & sister-in~law in 
America. From this source we 
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learn that he spent some time at 
Chichester after fhe death of Tom 
Keats in December 1818. He pro~ 
bably went down to the friends mn 
Chichester before Christmas, for 
he was back at Wentworth Place, 
Hampstead, in fhe last weekof Jan~ 
ue ee He writes to Mr-and 
+5. corgeKeat (Feb. 14,1819) 
“Nothing worth speaking of liap~ 
pened at(Chichester) I took down some 
of fhe fhin eae Ps onitalittle 
poem, called’StAgnesEve' which you 
will have asitis when| have finished 
theblank part of the rest for you.” 

In his next packet he sends the 
copied draft to America. These re~ 
marks Lord Houghton had doubtless 
overlooked when he said that “The 
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Eve of St.Agnes was begunona 
visit to Hampshire, for Keats 
does not seem to have gone toWin- 
chester, in the latter County, unti 
August 1819. It would doubtless 
be safe, however, in accordance 
with aletfer to Bailey, to say that 
the poem was finished at Winches- 
ter. InSeptember, Keats writes:~ 
~ [am now engaged in revising St. 
AgnesEve and studying Italian. 

By November he alfeady takes 
the finished 2 ais as a type of’ 
one class of his productions & 
writes to Taylor, “I wish to dif~ 
fuse fhe colouring of StAgnes Eve 
throughout a poem in which» 
character and sentiment would 
be the figures to such drapery.” 


someennnt 33; it Setles 


YoH of the poem,on the 
In paper’ which 
eats took down 
him to Chiches- 
a is now inthe 
tendid librar ry of Mr. Soe 
acer Lan son at Rowfant. 
Hisfath t. Frederick Locker, 
bou cht it Wy a bookseller in Lon~ 
don after the death of Severn. The 
first seven stanzas are unfortunately 
lost, but from this point onwards the 
MS. 1s perfect. There are many can~ 
celled readings, some of them of great 
interest; these have been carefully 
preserved by Mr. Buxton Foreman inp 
his noble édition of the writings of ° 
Keats(333) In every instance thes 
corrections are for the b better and 
emphasize the admirable judg-~> 
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ment of the poet. Finally, the_ 
poem took ils place in the famous 
volume entitled “Lamia, Isabella, 
The Eveof St.Agnes and other 
Poems; published by ‘Taylor @» 
Hessey inthe summer of 90, at 
_ the véry moment of the fatal breaky 
down of Keats health. Beyond 

these particulars there seems to be 
nothing preserved as tothe circum~ 
stances or the time of the compo~ 
sition of St Agnes Eve. 
SRAZPIUT these indications 

are quite enough to en~ 

able us to place its en~! 
Ld tire history in the event~ 
iy” ful year 1819, when the 
27 genius of t t 

7 genius of Fleats was a 
iis height, and his physical 
Sen ioticrine to its catas~ 


tropfre 


“WHE Eve or Vigil of 
St Agnes isthe 


=n sible that Keats be~ 
Oe gan his er onthat 
7 very night of the year 1319. 
From his sig se at Chi~ 
chester he might see the flocks, 
silent in‘winter fold; his lonely 
walks might disturb the hare and 
send her‘ limping thro’ the frozen» 
grass. Itis, at allevents, tobe pointed 
out that the poet was perfecily 
correct in connecting these images 
of midwinter with his festival, and 
at some of his commentators, who 
have stated that Halloween is the. 
Eve of St.Agnes, are quite incorrect. 
Hallowmass or Allhallowstide is, 
ontRecontrary, held late in the, 


| (td en Oy, 


autumn, and All Hallows Eveis the 
31st of October. Where Keats 
found his attribution to St Agnes 
of the power of summoning up the image 
of true love, | am not aware. That 
ee isuniversally allowed to the- 
aints in congress on the Vigil of their 
day ofunited mass that in many coun~ 
tries. But what authority had Keats 
for attributing it particularly toStAgng? 

[ donot know, but I conjecture that 
Ne 


it was based upon a mista 


ein 

one of the books he was i a 

SN a work on antiqui~ 

j ties which was pop~ 
| Pf ularinKeatss day, 

An4/) ld nes pareon ts quoted 
at Mas describing the 

CBZ powers of StAgnes 


to reveal to the enamoured their 


future husbands or wives. Forany 
such passage | have se arched the works 
of BenJonsoninvain, but in his masque 


of “The Satyr" we may find these lines» 


She can startau franklins daughters 
La therslecp with Serif Plaughter 
Aidan swe St-Lnnas night | 
Lied them wit apromsed Sigil, 
Some of husbantl, some of (ears, 

Vt hich an empty dean dswvey. 


In default of any reference to St. 
Agnes, we may yo? (I think) this-al~ 
lusion toa very different personage, 
St.Anne, as probably having started 
oe on his adorable imaginative 
adventure. WhetherAnne or 
Agnes, vigil or mass, the source really 
matters nothing to us: what is essen~ 
tial is the incomparable result. 
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The exact reference is evidently 
not to be traced by mortal man, for 
even the excellent Leigh Hunt, 
ws enthusiastic commentary 

e poem me the London > 
Phurteal of 18355 was the ear~ 
fiest claim put forward for the. 
highest honours for ‘The Eve 
of Saint Agnes» falls into a 
hopeless muddle about the 
date of the festival. There 
are some disturbing elements 
of apsaron fact which wither 
tei the del icacy O a vision b 

eir rast =a hed It is doubt~ 
less best for us not to try to 
ow too brutally what was only 


‘na? Rob divined even by Madeline 
orp hyro. 
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the legendof St. 
Agnes, upon which 
we need not further 
L] Ne dwell, thereisonly one 
aaa £)) slight feature which 
Keats might (or might not) have liked 
touse had he happened to be aware of 
it. That exquisite cup of cold 
green ina white shrine, the snow~ 
flake, is dedicated to this saint, 
whose innocency,~ for her symbol is 
the newborn amb,~ and her purity, 
as exemplified in this coyest and 
coolest of all flowers, are needed 
to permit her with decorum 
to undertake this so~ Frew 


sitive office of present 


pvsstlhapiniipntaniatatty 
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ing in the hollow of the_. 
night the mirrored forms 
of lovers to those who 


[ERTAIN points 
with regard to 
| eformof ‘The 
F\ | Eveof St.Agnes’ 
< fl ay are worthy of at~ 
eve) tention. The tech~ 
Sf nical characteristics of it 
show toa remarkable de~ 
Oxy gree the result of Keats's 
close study of the Elizabeth, 
poets. [he stanza he employs 
“ei is the Spenserian, a metre of 
OS which he made no use else~ 
where, except in the unwortfiy 
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fragment of TheCap and Bells. 
In the poem before us,the stanza 
isconducted with a voluptuous 
richness not excelled by Thomson, 
elly or ‘Tennyson, or even by 
Spenser himself: ‘The poem‘is 
one of those short narratives in 
formal rhymed verse which it is 
convenient to call “romances: 
In adopting for Isabella & The 
Eve of St.Agnes this form, it isnot 
to be doubted that Keats was in- 
tentionally restoring to English 
poetry what had been a signa 
adornment of it in the late sixteentn 
and early seventeenth centuries. 
He was competing with those. 
classical narratives in elaborate 
stanzaic form of which the Venus ~ 
and Adonis of Shakespeare was 


the most popular and the Scilla’s 
Metamorphsis of Lodge the ear 
hest &« typical specimen. ‘The great 
difficulty in these tales,~ which 
were so little removed except 
by the length from the lyric~ was 
to preserve the spontaneity of the 
emotion and at the same time, the 
vitality of the narrative-~inother 
words to be rapturously imagin- 
ative, and yet (let us not fear the 
word) continuously amusing. 

It must be said that in the _> 
skill with which he overcomes 
this difficulty Keats has no rival, 
except ar, ‘To discover a ro~ 
mance in which vision Grevolution 
are held so admirably in the— 

alance throughout as in the Eve 
of St. Agnes, we must turn to 
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another work of Keats himself,~ to 
‘Isabella, or the Pot of Basil’. 


JHE whole tissue and 
f4)4 colouring of StAgnes 
Yee Eve betray the hec~ 
7 or ys 
(ks tic conditions in_> 
#4 which the great and 
tpkavaey wonderful poet was 
working. He said himself("I 
am scarcely content to write the 
best verses, from the fever they 
leave behind. I want to compose 
without this fever. I hope shall one 
day, he added, but that day was 
never to dawn. There is aetr 
no other masterpiece in Englis 
literature in which an equal phy~ 
sical ecstasy is apparent. Like 
his own Porphyro, the poet is 


faint with a species of agony, 
as one who enjoys to the very 
edge of self~ control a perfume 
oraflavor, a rapture of melod 
orasplendour of vision. Aver 
little more and the delight_; 
would:degenerate into delirium, 
but this step is not taken, the 
artist continues master of him~ 
self. In just an epithet here or 
an image there the danger is sug~ 
gested, only to be majestically 
avoided. But further than this, 
in the transport of the nerves, sane 
art can hardly go. “The rapture 
of this poem is proper to a lyric; 

it is almost without precedent, 
that it should be supported, with 
out a break, throughout so long 
aromance. It is, however, sup» 


ported, and with such a breath~ 
less ravishness 6f all the senses, 
that in certain stanzas it almost 
asses, beyond ecstasy, into 
positive trance. 


~ AAHIS poem of ‘The 
Wn Eve of St.Agnes’ 
‘is as fine an exam~ 
ple as literature pre. 
sents tous O e 
2a§ value and power 
imaginative vision. 
_ When the Carlyles mock- 
ingly alleged that the centra 
episode was nothing but “a — 
dream ina store~room, Mrs. 
rowning indignantly replied 
at “no dream could ever be made 
a workof art; unless dreamed 
by some axzmosus fans, ike 
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Keatshimself: ‘To the sneer 
that the poem is all concerned witf 
the senses, every one who knows 
what poetry is will reply, Yes, but 
the senses idealized. Hove is 
poetry pure & simple, witf no 
admixture of non~poetic or even 
sub~ poetic elements. Here is 

e Imagination inits guintes~ 
sence. Nor, while English lit- 
erature survives, isit likely that 
a poem will be written moré peren- 
nially &r deservedly attractive to 
the Youthful, the ardent, and the 
unsophisticated. 


one Annie” “ste 


vg % ¢ i 4 p 
i 
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THE EVE OF 
ST-AGNES 


FADS Agnes Eve---- Ah, bitter 
OS chill it was! 

Che owl, for all his feathers, was a~cold, 
he hare limpdtrembling through the frozen 
ndsilent was tite flock in wooly fold: 

Yumb wore teBeadsman’ fingers ble he tol 

bis rosary, and while his frosted breath, 

Jaike pious incense fromacenser old, 
Seems taking flight for heaven,without a death, 

Past tfie sweet Virgins picture, while his 

praper he saitf. 


is. praper Fé saith, this 


atient holy man; 
| sghes his lamp,& 


£4’ riseth from his knees, 
sind bac relgnes ,meagre, bare~ 


foot 
Along the chapel aisle by slom degrees: 
Che gfe cabelas on anil side, 
seem {0 freeze, 
Kmprisoné in blac! purgaterial rails; 
nights, ladies, praying in dumb orat ties, - 
So seen! by; &shis meak spirit fails 
Cotitink how they may ache in icy 
hoods i mails. 


fort wae he ture 
LIN titrough a litle $oor, 
three steps, ere Musics 
golden tongue 
Flatters pot this aged man and 
poor; 


& 


: Bi was harsh penance on St.Agnes ebe: 
- Anottler way he went, and soon among 
eon ashes sat he for his souls reprieve, 
Anda 


Put no~ already hes his death bell rung; 


night kept awake, for sinners sake 
to griebe. 
N11 
that ancient Readsman 
ee tite ne soft; 
at nd so if chanced, (for 
Lfmany a Soor was wide, 
From hurry to and fro) Soon,up aot | 
ope silver,snarling trumpets gan to chide: 
e level chambers,readp witf tReir pride, 
Were glosing toreceive a thousand gute; 
Khe carved angels, cber eager~ey’d, 
tard, where upon their heads the 
5 cornice rests 
With hair blown back, and wings put 
crosswise on their breasts. 


triumphs gay 
Ofold romance. hese let us wish away, 
And turn, sole~tHoughted, to onel,ady there, 
Whose heart had broodedall thal wintry day 
nlove, andwingd St.Agnes saintly care, 
AAs she had heard old dames full many 


times declare. 


ae - Re Ge ae 

var KOSS Ey is Eien 

tj i is “>> aa? 
at ° i 


? eof the night, 
If ceremonies due they did aright; 


s, supperless to bed they must retire, 
Zind couch supine their beauties, lilp 
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nd back retird; not cool’d by high disdain, 
utshe sato not: her heart was otherwhere: 
he sigh’ for Agnes’ dreams, the sweet~ 
est of tte year. ggasnases 


& 
oe q 
s Gt) re 
af ys SE 
ON AASIS SA ON ITA EST STI TRS 5 NCS 
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VI 
he danced along with vague, 
saw) regardless eyes, 
Aanxious her lips, her breatff. 
ae} ing quick and short: 
psi Che hallow’s hour was near 
ie at hand: she sighs 
Ife Amid the timbrels, and te_ 
Beets — trong’ resort 
Of whisperers inanger, or in sport; 
id looks of love, defiance, hate and scorn, 

sodwink®d witf faery fancy: all amort, 
Save to St.Agnes and her lambs unshorn, 
And all tite bliss to be before tomor~ 
row morn. 


A ; 
purposing each moment 
Sz, lo retire, — 
ne linger’d still. Mean- 
time,across the moors, 
ad come poung Porph pro,with heart Fire 
or Madeline. Beside the portal doors, 
Buttress’ from moonlight, stands he, 
and implores 
All saints to gibe him sight of Sfadeline, 
ui for one moment in the tedious hours, 
Chat fe might gaze S worship all unseen; 
Ferchance speck, kneel, touch, kiss~in 
sooth such things have been. 


x 
fraiqe ventures in: let no buzz d 
cohisper tell; 

I eyes perme orahundred swords 
Mill storm his heart,Sooes fevrous citadel: 
For him those chambers held bar- 
barian hordes, 


. 


| 


fyyena foemen, and hot-blooded lords, 
Whose very hogs would execrations howl 
gainst his lineage: not one breast affor', 
imany mercy,in that mansion foul, 
Save one old beldame, zocak in body 
and in soul. 


bs G ATI 
Ww: happy chance! the 
d ‘gages creature came, 
ated Sy X Shuffling along with 
je ee ivory~headed wand, 
gary Yo where he stood, hid from 
As e torch’s flame, 


| Bun a broad hall pillar, far beyond 


he sound of merriment and chorus bland: 
estartled her, but soon she knexo his face 
Gind grasped his fingers in her palsied hand, 
Saying, Mercy, Porphpros hie thee 
we from this place; 
Lhey areall here tonight, the whole 
blood~thirsty race: 


XML 
| EC hence! get hence! 
(Ya Esthrere’s dwarfish pine brand; 
@ | Hehad ‘ra late, and 
in tne fit 
L cursed thee and thine, both houseS land: 
Chen theres that old Lord Maurice, nota whit 
Tore tame i his gray hairs.-.-dlas me! flit! 
itlike a ghost away-’..--Fth, Gossip dear, 
We're safe enough; here inthis arm-chair sit, 
And tell me how:.-- Good Saints! not 
here, not here; 
follow me, child, or else tfrese stones 


will be tty bier.” 
XL 
Gee C fe follows through a lowly 
SE arched way, 
ushing thre cobwebs witft his lofty, 
plume, 
“Findas she mutter’ 6, “Well-a----well- 


od 


Sublet 
Ke foundhim inalittle moonlight room, 


S52 ANI OIV OSLO NS 
wots c, chill, and silentasa tomb, 
“Nowell me where is Madeline, said he, 
“Oh iell me; Angela, by thie holy loom 
Which none butsecret sisterhood 
may see, 
When they St,Agnes’ wool are wear~ 
a6 ing piously. 
Gi Asnest Mh i lis St. 


y Met men will murder 


% 
— my 
WY 
\ 


Tou must hold water inawitch’s sieve, 
FAnd beliege~lord of all tfreBlues and 
Kays, 
eae $0: iL fills me witframaze, 
~okueil OHM St-Agnes Eve! 
Gods help! my lady Ge econsurer plays 
Thisvery night: g000 angels her deceive! 
But let me laugh awhile, sve mickle 
time to grieve” 


XV 
eebly she laugheth in 
while Fisehy moon, 
ilePorphyro upon 
her face ca i 
kepuzzled urchin onanagedcrone | 
Who keepeth closd.a wondrous riddles 
‘FAsspectacled she sits in chimney~nook. 
Putsoonhis eves grewbrilliant when 
she told 
is ladys purpose; andhe scarce could brool 
ears, at te thought of those enchant~ 


ments cold, | 

And Mabelineasleep in lapof legends old. 
XVI 

OX sudden attought came 
ake ); ikea fullcblewn rose, 
Flushing his brow,and in its pales heart 
Mabe purple riot: then dottt he propose — 
A stratagem, that makes thie beldame start 
JA cruel man and impious tfouart: 


— Sweet 
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Alone witlt her good angels, fr apart 
From wicked men like thee. S0,go!—~ 


eem 
fou canst not surely betffe same that 


a _ thfoudidst seem” 
Ne willnotharm her, bp 
V2 b all saints Iswear” 

yy) Quott Porphyro: 
4 may Ineer find grace 

When my weakvoice shall whisper its 

last prayer, | 

Tfone of her soft ringlets [displace, 

Or look witty ruffian passion inhera.¢. 

GoodAngela, belicve me byifese tears; 

‘hoe a in ie space, 
wake,with horrid shout, my foemen's eats. 

: ‘ beard ifiem, though thep oh fang’d 

tffan wolves and bears” 


SEE 


3 _\ Apoor, weak, palsy~siricken; 
“43 3 chure ea thing, — 
Whose passing-bell may ere the midnight toll 
Whose prayers for tee, each morn and 
evening, - 

Werenever miss’d,---- hus plaining, 
oth she bring 

gentler speech from burning Porphpro; 
$o wo ful, and of such deep sorrowing, 

a(Angela gives promise she will do 

alebver he shall wish, betide her weal 
or woe, 


| XIX 
ENYA. hich was,toleadhim,in 
AY Ny > [z= A | 
SRIEAVWWA close secrecy, 


bn toMadelines chamber,&there hide 


‘Si 


iminaclosetof such privacy 
aihemighI see herbeauty unespyd, 


And pale enchantment held hersleepy~eyd. 
Neveronsuch a night have lovers met, 
ince Merlin paid his Demonall the mone 


strous debt. 


amg. ™& 
Aatshall beasthouwishest; 

SWE } __ said the Dame: 

Ve iw “All cates and dainties 

el == shallbestoredtiere 

Quickly on iffis feasi~night; by the 
tambour~ frame 

on lute tfouwiltsee: notimeto spare, 


ney 
, 


== 


| Forlamslow and feeble, and scarce dare 
- Onsuchacateringtrust my dizzy head. 
Wait here, my child, with patience; kneel 


it) prayer 
‘fhe while: Ah! tfou must needs the lady wed, 
Or may never leave my grave among 
e bead. 


SXI 
0 saying, she hobbled off 
witff busy fear, 
Me lover's endless min~ — 
st utes slowly pass’o, 
edame return’, and whisperd inhis ear 
Gfollowher; witfaged eyes aghast 
From fright of dim espial. Safe at last, 
rough many a dusky gallery, tfey gain 
e maloens haniber silken, hush’, 
wh and chaste; a 
ere Porphyro took covert, pleasd amain. 
bis Moot gutonuinek back wit agues 
in her brain. 


faltring hand 

WA er faitring hand upon 
Za Zs tffe balustrade, 

Dld Angela was feeling for the stair, 
Whentadeline, StAgnes'charmed maid: 


Rose, likeamission®d spirit, unaware: 
Wit silver tapers light, and pious care, 


we ff lis little smoke, in pallid 
S moonshine died: 
She clos’d the door, she panted, all akin 
Cspirits of the air, and visions wide: 
No uttered syllable, or, woe betide: 
But toher heart, her heart was voluble, 
Paining witfy eloquence her balmy side; 
Astfough atongueless nightingale 
should swel 
Jer throat in vain, and die, heart-stifled, 
in her dell. 


casement high and 
triple~arch/d there was, 
ll garlanded witfto 
carven imag'ries 
Of frurts,and flowers, and bunches 

of Rnoterass, 
And diamonded witf panesof quaint 
deuce 


{nnumerable of stains and splendid dyes, 
Fsare the tiger-motffs deep-bamaskd wings: 
And in the midst, mong tfousand 

eraldries, Saat 
‘nd twilight saints, and dim 
emblazonings, | 
Ashielded scutcheon blush’d 
witff blood of queens ng 
and kings. 


ullon bs ia: 


. shown the wintry moon, 
Ree! (Say yind tirew warm gules 
gies —= onMadelines fair breast, 
'' an she knelt for heavens grace 
and boon; 
Rose~bloom fell on her hands, together 
resi 


Andon her silver cross soft ametffpst, 
And onher haira glory, like a saint: 
Bhe seemd a , ably angel, newly 
rest 
Save wings, ini heaven: —Porphpro 
aint; 
She knelt, tp pure aifing, $0 fe 4 
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NAhis heart revives: her 
ordi Vespers done, 
Of all its wreathyed 
 fipearls her hair she frees: 
¢->AUnclasps her warmed 
Steal sewels one by one; 
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Loosens her fragrant boddice; by degrees 
er se attire creeps rustling to her knees: 

balf-hidden, like amermaid in sea~weed, 
Pensibe awhile she dreams awake, and sees, 
In fancy, fair St.Agnes in her bed, 

But dares not look behind, oralltffe- 

: charm ts fled. 

XXVIL 


me WaZzZ oon, trembling inher soft 
' GEIS ‘ 


and chilly nest, 


away; 

Flownike atfought until the morrow-~day: 
Blissfully haven’d botff from joy and pain; 

Gasp’ like amissal where swart 

_ Paypnims pray; 
Blinded alike from sunshine and framrain, 
As though a rose should shut,and bea 
bud again. 
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tolen to this paradise, 

| : and so entranced, 
KE J, Porphyro gazd upon her 

ey empty dress, 

Andlisten’d to her breathing, if it chancet 

Ko wake into a slumberous tenderness; 

Which re heard, that minute 


19 he bless, 
Find breathd himself: tfen from the 
closet crept, 
Noiseless as fear ina wide wilderness, 
FAnd over tffe hush’ carpet, silent, stept,, 
find ‘tween tie curtains pee 'd, where, 
lor~ how fast she slept. 


Mies hen by the bedside, where 

EA G the faded moon 

Made adim, silver twilight, soft he set 
table, and, half anguislyd, threw tfereon’ 

fi clotf of woven crimson, gold, and jot:-— 


IW geass 
nd still she slept anazure~ 


j l1dded sleep, 
YN) gf in blanched linen, smooth, 
LS, =< and lavender, 


While he from fortff the closet brought 
a hea | 
Of candied apple, nee ce, and plum, 


and gourd; 
With jellies sootfer Phar the creamy curd, 
And lucent syrops, tinct wit} cinnamon; 
Mannaand dates, inargosy transferrd 
From Pez; and spiced dainties, every one, 
rom silken Samarcand to cedard 
Lebanon. 


¢ 


¢ hese delicates he heapd 


Ww witff glowing hand 
cl Ongolden st andin 
y — baskets bright 
Of wreathed silver: is 


ey stand. 
(nthe retired quiet of the night, 


| 


Filling the chilly room witf perfume light — 


‘And now, my love,my seraph fair, awake! 
FRouart my heaven, and {thine eremite: 
Open thine eyes, for meek St-Agnes sake, 
Orl shall ones beside thee, somy soul 

oth ache. 


ace. 
SRA ZA hus whispering, his warm, 
Pepys unnerved arm 
ae Sankin herpillow. Shaded 
was her dream 
iffe dusk curtains:~'twasa 
rea midnight charm 
SY {mpossible to melt as iced stream: 


So musd awhile, entoil’d in woofed 
phantasies. 
XXX IL 
wakening up, he took, 
her hollow lute, — 
ay Gmultuous~and,n chords 
eof __ that tenderest be, 
eplaydan ancient itty, long since mute, 
[n Provence calld, LaBelle dame sans mers: 
Close to her ear touching the melody;— 
Wherewitf disturbd, she utlerd a 
soft moan: 
Ffeceasd~ she panted quick~ and 
suddenly 
Fler blue ajfrayed eyes wide open shone: 
ton his knees he sank, pale as smootff~ 
sculptured stone. 
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Eyes were open, but 
she still beheld, 

Now wide awake,the 

- Vision of hersleep: 
erewasa painful 

change, at night 
expell’d 


= bey te ez ~~, ‘# Peto le ay Vie ‘ TECHS 447, me ? 
ee 7) SSE hey = 1S! aye. ‘Or, “fA S au x 

7 ea FRA ae af) CBee ie L YE 2 4 cary We 

if Z&Apo_ OAV SE? Burts N pS ee es Li —- x ry ‘s a, SAN 


Fhe blisses of her dream so pureanddeep 
At which fair Madeline began to weep, 
And moan forth witless words with 
mana sigh; 
While still her gaze on Porphyro would keep; 
Who knelt, with joined hands and piteous Ye, 
earingto move or speak, she lookd so dreamt 
VS LAY ingly, 
is es Borphprat sald she, but ! 
2s evennow — ’ 
hy voice was at sweet tremble iy mine ear, 
Jade tuneable with every ete VOW; 
{nd those sad eyes were spiritual and clear: 
Yow changd thouart! how pallid, chil, 
and orear! 
Give me that voice again, mp Porphyro, 
Those looks immortal, those complain~ 
ings dear! 
Oh leave me notin tfis eternal woe, 
For if thou diest, my loove, [know not 
where to go. 


XXKVI 
Megond a mortal mano 

4 Impassiond far 
‘At these voluptuous 
accents, he arose, 
Ethereal, flust/d,andlike a throbbing star 
gen mid the sapphire heavers deep 
repose; : 

nto her ream he melted, as the rose 

Plendeth its odour with the violet ~ 


bE sweet: meantime the frost~ 


el blows — if 
ikeLoves alarum pattering the sha 
sleet’ pert ) v 


Fgainst the window-panes; StFignes’ 
fy moon hatfy set. 
) XXXVIL 


I 
‘is dark: te iced qusts still rave and bea 
Nodream, alas! alas! and woe is mine! 


AZ) Madeline: sweet dreamer! 
) d rt bir 3 
ay, may (be for aye 
Ss hairy sleces Ke 
Hy beautys shield, heart~shapd and 
— vermerl dy'd? 

Silver shrine, here will [take my rest 
aii so many hours of toil and quest, 
A famishd pilgrim,~savd by miracle. 

ough { have found, [will not rob tffy nest 

aving of ty sweet self; if thou 
think’st well 
fo trust, fair Madeline, to no rude infidel. 


ZZARK! tis an elfin storm 
ée from faerpland3, 
Of haggard seeming, 
_. buta boon indeed: 
, FArise~arise! the morn= 
diet ingisathand;~ — 
Pye bloated wassaillers will 
never heed:~ 
Let us away, my love, witfj 
appy speed; 
Phere are no ears to hear, or eyes 
to see,—~ 


sleepy mead. | 

Awake! arise! my love, and fearlessbe 

For oer the soutffern moors [havea 
ome for thee" 


>) HE hurried at his words, 
<g> _ beset witff fears, 
For there were sleeping 
dragons all around, 
ha att watch, per~ 
of aps, 001 thready spears~: 


Be %, 
ole, e wide Geataaat 
oS ah Pia way they found~ 
(nall ne was heard no 
a 1 zie “quien 
chain~droopd lamp was 
z Miherin by sacl bees 
Fhe arras, rich bak horseman, hawk, 
no hound, 
Flutterd in te besieging wind’s uproar; 


And iffe long carpets rose along ihe 
gusty floor. 
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Wi 
de, | 
into 


iron pore 


: Where lay 


ike ph antom S, 
ewide hall; 


Like phantoms,totffe 


<= 


carn 
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ATTY TPL LL ty | 


ime all 
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they glide; 
e Porter, 


in uneasy sprawl, 


With a huge empty flaggon by his 
Stie.. > 


Ide: 
Phe wakeful bloodhound rose,and 
shook his hide, 
ut his sagacious eye an inmate owns: 
By one, and one, the bolts full easy 
slite:—~ 
Fhe chains lie silent on the footworn 
stones 3;— 
Hye key turns, and the door upon its 
hinges groans. 
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nd they are gone: aye, 
ages long ago 
HMese lovers fled away 
into the storm. 
That night teBaron dreamt of many a woe, 
And all his warrtor~ guests with shade 
and form 
Of witch, and Semon, and large coffin~wo'n 
Were long be-nightmard.Angela tie old 
Died palsy-twitchd, witff meagre 
face deform, 
MeBeadsman, after thousand aves told, 
For aye unsought for slept among his 
ashes cold. 


“HERE ENDETH THE YOUNG AND 
DIVINE POET, BUT NOT THE DELIGHT 
AND GRATITUDE OF HIS READERS, 
FOR, ASHE SINGS ELSE~ 

WHERE; 
“A thing of beauty is a foy forever.’ 
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